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LIFE LESSONS AND BRIDGE 
by Ann S. Klein 

My name is Augie and I am a six-month-old Labradoodle, who along with 

Honey, a Lhasa Apso, lives with the family that adopted me.  It’s a nice family and 

the accommodations are great.  I have managed to get them trained quite well.  

Every time I do what I am told, I get a treat.  Can’t beat that.  I have lots of toys 

and a big yard.  The three females in the family think I am darling and post 

pictures of me on Facebook to let the world know how wonderful I am. 

Then one day we were taken to stay with a lady named J.J. for two weeks.  

Honey had been there before and really likes J.J.  I like her too, but I can’t be the 

angel that Honey is.  Honey, being old, doesn’t get into trouble although she does 

spend a lot of time begging for Multigrain Cheerios.  J.J. has been told not to give 

her any, which she explains to Honey. 

Honey and I are great friends and we have fun together, but she has 

forgotten what it’s like to be a puppy.  J.J. tries to protect her when I get too 

rough, which I do often. 

J.J. is good to me, also.  She is very polite and always says “excuse me” 

when I am stretched across the top of the stairs when she wants to go down.  

Also, she doesn’t say a word about the bruises on her arms, caused by me 

jumping up on her.   She gives me treats when I run to her when she calls, but 

says I’m just learning to come for the treats.  I would give that some thought, but 

I don’t have time.  I am busy looking for things to chew on. 

J.J. says “No” a lot, but I ignore her.  I’d never have any fun if I stopped 

doing everything that she thinks I should, like chewing on everything within reach 

or barking at Honey when she is eating until she walks away and I can eat out of 

her bowl instead of my own.  When I chewed on the Santa made by J.J.’s sister, 

no became NO.  Every dog in the neighborhood probably stopped doing 

whatever they were doing.  She said “There is going to be a dead dog around 

here in a minute”.  I didn’t worry because I don't know what she meant.  What’s a 

dead dog?  Besides, all I had to do was wait until she sat down and then try to get 

in her lap.  She laughed and played with me until I nipped her.  She frequently says 

she doesn’t know what she is going to do with me, but that doesn’t make sense 

eitherShe told her sister that she couldn’t come for her birthday celebration 

because she couldn’t leave me in my crate for that long and if she left me loose, 

 

As I approach my 80th birthday at 

Riderwood,  I decided it was time to learn 

bridge.  At this period of my life, I knew 

I could count on my personal 

characteristics of curiosity, persistence, 

and courage to tackle new challenges. 

This is what I learned: 

1. Whatever cards I was dealt, 

it was purely luck and so it is in life.  

Luck about the country I live in, the set 

of parents I had who nurtured me and 

believed in my abilities to succeed, the 

capacity of my brain to do logical 

thinking , and the opportunities that were 

afforded to me. 

2.   With my bridge partner, I had 

to sharpen my relationship skills, not only 

in the bidding process, but also treating 

my partner and myself with respect no 

matter what mistakes either one of us 

make.  In my close relationships, it is 

more important for me to be kind and 

respectful than to be critical and right. 

3.   When playing the game, I have 

to be patient with myself as I plan ways 

to make the contract.  I have to count my  

winners/losers and devise strategies in 

which to take the necessary tricks. I have 

to be flexible to change my direction as 

needed after every play the opponents 

make.  In life, I have had to decide which 

paths to take in my career, choosing a 

partner, deciding where to live, etc. 

4.  When I lose the contract 

because of how I played or made the 

incorrect bid, I can see this defeat as a 

mistake to learn from, not as a failure.  I 

need to show compassion for myself, 

even forgiveness.  Looking over my life, 

I must forgive myself for the large and 

small mistakes I have made.    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

5.   When bidding for the contract 

(deciding together how to win the 

auction) with my partner, I need the 

courage to take risks to compete.  I tend 

to be a cautious person; however I have 

Continued on page 3 
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strategy.  In life, I need to be less 

judgmental of myself and celebrate more 

of my successes. 

As you can see, learning how to 

play bridge reminds me of the challenges I 

have had and will continue to face in my 

life’s journey. 

I want to thank my teachers Annette 

Graubart for teaching me bidding; Bob 

Cohen for the teaching strategies in 

playing; and the Casual bridge group at 

Riderwood facilitated by Beck Ney and 

Joe Finan, who allow no grouches to 

participate.  This group of wonderful 

players has been both kind and patient 

with me. 

 
 

 

 

I was looking through the window on the 

far side of the room, from my recliner, at 

the Dogwood leaves, all crimson in their 

dancing dresses, as they move and shake 

in unison then all helter-skelter. But there 

is one beautiful leaf in the front of my 

view that is the lead dancer. She is 

wearing a two-tone dress sometimes 

revealing the muted yellow in the fold of 

her red dress. First, she was doing a 

flamenco, then a fox trot, followed by a 

quickstep. She next started doing 

gymnastics, doing headstands and full 

flips flashing that yellow part of her dress 

for milliseconds at a time. Her support 

dancers just keep moving back and forth 

as a lovely background. 

Today's performance is an all-

female cast of leaves. I prefer to watch 

female dancers to male dancers... unless it 

is Derek Hough, then I watch him in awe. 

The rain just coated the window 

screen with a film of a translucent wet 

curtain, blocking my view. The dance is 

over. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

While Fred and I were getting to 

know each other we would often walk 

from the office on 14
th
 and L Streets down 

to the Mall for lunch.  Mid-week there 

were no crowds but enough tourists to 

keep it busy. 

That early summer of 1980 after a 

hot dog and drink near the Smithsonian 

Castle, we wandered down the road to the 

Tidal Basin.  A few people were madly 

pumping pedals on those infuriating little 

boats that got you nowhere no matter how 

hard you pumped.  It was downright 

comical. 

We walked around the basin to the 

Jefferson Memorial at the south end and 

climbed the marble steps to look at the 

statue of an admired President.  Standing 

at the statue base, we looked up at the man 

who crafted our Declaration of 

Independence, served as third President, 

oversaw the purchase of fully one-half of 

these United States, and died on July 4, 

1826 – exactly 50 years after the signing 

of the declaration. 

Then suddenly we heard faint 

singing, which slowly grew louder.  

 

 

DANCING WITH THE LEAVES   

By Bob Kuhns 
 

 

MEMORIAL SURPRISE 
       By Inez Wehrli 
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Looking around we discovered a group of 

men holding hands surrounded us and 

Jefferson.  They were dressed alike in 

shorts and T-shirts and aged about 25 to 

50 years old.  I don’t remember what they 

sang, except one of the songs was the 

National Anthem.  The songs rose to the 

memorial dome and sounded magnificent. 

I looked closer at one of the T-shirts and 

read “San Francisco Gay Men’s Choir.” 

Turns out they were in Washington 

to give a concert and did some sight-

seeing that afternoon.  In the Jefferson 

Memorial they saw a perfect venue to 

practice and spontaneously burst into 

song.  Thomas Jefferson, Fred and I were 

their audience.  We had our very own 

serenade! 
 

 

 

 

 

 

There's never time enough to say goodbye 

Life does not linger for a last farewell 

What is not said one never gets to tell 

Unspoken words leave tears that never 

dry. 

 

Did I not know the years would slip away 

And all the words and thoughts I'd kept 

inside 

Like yellowed pages in some ancient tome 

Forever shielded from the light of day 

Within my heart forever would reside 

And never speak in their intended home? 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Journal Entry: It is  2005, and I 

have accepted a position with Shenandoah 

National Park as a seasonal Visitor Use 

Assistant (VUA), one of many different 

positions that earn the title National Park 

Ranger. Last year, as a volunteer, I 

performed nearly the same duties as now, 

except that now I wear a National Park 

Ranger badge and uniform… and, oh yes, 

I get paid. Some other positions with the 

same lofty title of National Park Ranger 

include specialists in different disciplines 

of science, recreation, law enforcement, 

wildland fire fighting and so on. The many 

different National Park Ranger positions 

require different skills and qualifications, 

but the visitors do not usually know that. 

I completed my week of training for 

VUA and worked Sunday through 

Thursday at the Information Desk in Byrd 

Visitor Center, answering visitors’ 

questions about the park, such as, “Where 

should we hike?”. My job requires that I 

assess the visitor’s abilities before I 

recommend a trail that may be safe for 

some but not for others. I don’t send an 

overweight man down Dark Hollow Falls 

Trail and expect him to be able to return 

up the 400-foot elevation climb without 

health risk. 

I want to do my very best at this job 

and wonder what other Ranger jobs might 

be of interest to me in the future. That is 

an interest that does not need to be 

pursued any time soon, because 

I love this job right now. I still have a 

SONNET INTERRUPTED 
By Bob Cohen 

 

MANY RANGER JOBS 
By Bob Kuhns 
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great deal to learn to be really good at this 

job. The visitors, that come to me for 

information are unaware that I am not the 

park wildlife specialist, or the botanist, or 

the ridge runner, who has hiked all 500 

plus miles of trails. They just see the 

uniform and badge, expecting me to know 

the answer to their question. I take spare 

moments to study field guides to learn as 

much as I can in preparation to the 

questions. 

Today, I was reading about 

adaptation, in Peterson Field Guide 

“Eastern Forests”
1
, how certain plants 

have evolved defenses against insects that 

would eat the plant’s leaves. The maple 

has a tough sheath around its veins that 

discourages insects from attacking the sap. 

The leaves also have glass-like deposits on 

and in the leaves. 

Studies have been done of small 

caterpillars that had eaten maple leaves. 

The caterpillars were examined with an 

electron microscope and the images 

revealed that the caterpillars’ teeth have 

excessive wear. The caterpillars would not 

be able to keep eating the maple leaves 

with the damaged teeth. 

So now I am looking into another 

National Park Ranger job that may be of 

interest… Caterpillar Dentist. 
 

-- Ranger Bob -- 
 

P.S.  Ranger Mara pointed out that I 

may have difficulty finding a teeny tiny 

dentist chair. 
 

1
Peterson Filed Guides Eastern Forests, John 

Kricher / Gordon Morrison, Houghton Mifflin 

Company, Boston New York 1998,  Pages 260-

261. 

 

         
 

 

 

 

 

This nearby place, I heard about it: 

a place where there is vibrant living. 

Sounds good! 

Do I too want to live a vibrant life? 

What is that like, I wonder. 

Is it having good vibes, most of the time? 

Probably it means having plenty of 

energy. 

It would not just be throbbing, 

it would mean acting vigorously, 

not just moving my body around. 

Being vibrant, I would be active, 

in lots and lots of ways, 

more than going here and there, 

going to and fro. 

When I visit my doctor’s office, 

they check my vitals: 

do I have vitality? 

Yes, I have vitality, able to be vibrant. 

Everyday, after noon, I have my nap: 

then I get up, ready for the afternoon. 

Up and about, I am vibrant, 

excited about getting back to work. 

I work on my project, 

being vibrant with energy, and hope. 

Yes, this is the place to be, 

now and forever. 
 

 

VIBRANT 
By Bob Merikangas 
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TRAVEL AS TRANSFORMATION 
  By Dr. Jim David 

 

Recently, while engaging in 

pleasant conversation with a good friend 

in our wonder filled Riderwood swimming 

pool, I was delighted to notice how 

effortlessly we connected.  She is a Hindu 

woman from India.  I am a Christian man 

from Wisconsin.  We are united in our 

devotion to daily meditation and we both 

credit travel as a transformative element 

enabling our smooth connecting. 

Most of us value travel, at least 

partially as an educational opportunity.  

We visit new locations with new cultures.  

We keep in mind the wisdom of Marcel 

Proust, “The real voyage of discovery 

comes not in visiting new lands but in 

seeing with fresh eyes.”  Of course, we 

strive to open our minds and hearts to new 

perspectives as we visit new locations. 

Travel as education involves 

learning that may or may not change us in 

any substantive way.  Travel as 

transformation is defined as a thorough or 

dramatic change in our entire being that 

results in complete or major change, so we 

and our lives are improved.  We could call 

it “heart change.”  Let’s explore eight 

types of travel that may be transformative 

as well as educational. 

Health - Immersion in a wholistic 

health spa for a day, a weekend, a week or 

longer guarantees some type of 

transformation for most people.  Silence 

and solitude may spark new awarenesses.  

Our visit to such a health spa in Sedona, 

Arizona awakened drastic changes in our 

self-compassion, exercise, diet beliefs and 

practice.  Health Travel could be a bicycle 

tour of Vermont, running a marathon, 

participating in a pickleball, golf frisbee or 

tennis tournament.  Maybe a healthy 

cuisine cruise! 

Volunteer - How about combining 

volunteering and travel?  Some 

organizations offer free travel as an 

incentive.  Try World-Wide Opportunities 

on Organic Farms (WWOOF), Turtle 

Team, World- Wide; Conservation 

Volunteers, Australia, and New Zealand; 

Appalachian Travel Conference, USA; or 

Peace Corps, World-Wide.  You might 

enjoy working with kids, teaching English, 

construction, animal care, or conservation.  

Visit the internet for myriad volunteer 

travel opportunities. 

Spiritual - Religious or spiritual 

travel will likely create some level of 

transformation.  When we visited Santiago 

de Compostela in Spain, we were amazed 

at the joyful transformation evident in 

those pilgrims who had completed the 

thousand mile, thousand-year-old walk 

from France to Spain.  In El Santuario de 

Chimayo, a contemporary pilgrimage site 

and a National Historic Landmark located 

just north of Santa Fe, New Mexico we 

experienced a distinct spiritual presence 

that remains with us today.  Visit Mecca, 

Jerusalem, or Medjugorje.  Maybe become 

                 
 
 
Transformation 
 

           
 

 

Travel 
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a lay missioner working in your lifelong 

profession. 

Education - Some education travel 

contains participation events that become 

transformative.  In Costa Rica we were 

transformed with white water rafting, 

horseback riding, mud baths, and zip 

lining.  Experiential learning activates our 

senses to install body memories.  Maybe 

hang gliding or rappelling is in your 

future! 

Skills - Skill acquisition travel 

might involve learning or strengthening 

skills in playing musical instruments, 

sports, crafts or just about anything you 

can imagine.  Certainly, studying abroad is 

a classic example.  We attended a yoga 

camp in the Berkshires of western 

Massachusetts.  Be careful, after a few 

days without caffeine, headaches occur!  

We know! 

Relaxing - Perhaps the most 

challenging type of transformative travel 

is Do Nothing Travel.  This is counter 

cultural.  We are “Human Doings” rather 

than Human Beings.  Most of us are so 

busy doing, doing, doing.  Maybe 

Relaxing Travel is a more suitable term.  It 

means taking time to think, reflect, 

meditate.  We did that on a trans-Atlantic 

voyage aboard the Queen Mary II.  They 

had multiple Cosmos shows onboard 

which elevated our thinking about living 

on a tiny Blue Dot in an ever-expanding 

universe. 

Local - Sometimes we may fail 

to explore local travel opportunities that 

are historically significant or life changing 

in some manner.  In our hometown in 

Wisconsin a founding father built an 

Octagon House for his intended bride.  It 

is now a museum with the family’s 

original furnishings intact.  I am always 

amazed at the horsehair chairs and sofa!  

People come from afar to marvel at this 

historic site, but the locals may miss it!  

Living here in the Washington, DC area 

we have innumerable local travel 

attractions.  January until the end of March 

is ideal for visiting Smithsonian museums. 

Armchair - We must not overlook 

being transformed by staying at home with 

transformative movies and books plus 

virtual tours on television and from 

companies such as Road Scholar.  During 

the pandemic we zoom traveled with Road 

Scholar to Glacier National Park and the 

Lewis and Clark Expedition.  We recently 

revisited “The English Patient” and it is 

just as relevant today as it was 25 years 

ago.  Victor Hugo’s Les Misérables is 

eternally alive.  We are capable of heart 

changing transformation while sitting in 

our favorite armchair.  We need only to 

open our hearts and minds so wide that we 

are propelled into action.  People will 

notice that we have changed.  We are 

different in some way. 

Conclusion 

Senior travel can take many 

different forms.  We may opt for 

traditional, educational tourism or we may 

choose more transformative travel which 

may be life changing.  Whichever route 

we choose, we will hopefully grow in 

appreciation of what we have at home and 

in our hearts.  Seeing with fresh eyes will 

hopefully gift us with greater wisdom, 

empathy, resilience, adaptability, 

compassion, and confidence.  No matter 

our age or physical status, transformative 

travel invites us. 
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I always wanted to be a chemist.  

When I graduated from high school, I won 

a partial scholarship to American 

University. I lived at home and took three 

buses to get to school, but I was able to 

pay the rest of my tuition by working part 

time as a clerk typist. The chemistry 

department was very small, about 5 

chemistry majors and one professor at 

first, but he was a fantastic teacher. 

One month after I graduated, I got 

married to another chemist and we went 

off to graduate school together.  The first 

semester went well, but my husband had a 

nervous breakdown by spring break and 

we left graduate school to return home.  

My old chemistry professor found me a 

job at the Bone Char Research Project at 

the old Bureau of Standards and I started 

off at my first permanent laboratory job in 

1959. 

I enjoyed being an analytical chemist 

and worked hard at learning the techniques 

and equipment.  The only other woman 

was the secretary and the half dozen men I 

worked with accepted me as a scientific 

equal.  It probably helped that I was 

married. 

After about a year and half, John F. 

Kennedy was elected president and 

everyone was feeling optimistic about the 

future under President Kennedy.  So we 

decided it would be a good time to have 

our first baby.  I got pregnant immediately 

and the baby was due in the beginning of 

August 1961. It was an easy pregnancy so 

I continued to work in the chemistry 

laboratory into my eighth month even 

though the general rule was for pregnant 

women to stop working after their fifth 

month.  I only quit when my belly got so 

large that I could no longer reach the 

equipment on the laboratory bench. 

My husband was working, so I was 

left alone in a second floor two-bedroom 

apartment breast-feeding an almost ten 

pound healthy baby boy.  After a few 

months of baby sitting with my son who 

did not believe in sleeping, I missed going 

out to work.  I found a woman who was 

happy to stay with my son from 8 am to 

5:30 pm, five days a week for $35 a week. 

She was a good and kind babysitter and 

my baby was happy with her. 

I contacted my old job, but they were 

moving to Atlanta.  They contacted the 

American Dental Association (ADA) who 

had laboratories down the hall from them 

and it happened that ADA was looking for 

an analytical chemist.  So I weaned my 

baby and went back to work. 

I liked the job and got along well 

with my supervisor.  In another ADA lab 

down the hall, there were three Korean 

War draftees with metallurgy degrees.  

The army drafted them right out of 

college, stationed them at Walter Reed and 

loaned them to the ADA to work on tooth 

fillings because the army also had to 

provide dental services to its draftees.  The 

two draftees from New York were not 

happy about it all. The third one was from 

the mid-west and took it in stride. 

One afternoon, as I was walking 

down the hall, I smelled cyanide which 

was used in some of our reagents.  I ran 

into the lab, turned on the water in the sink 

and opened the windows.  Then I bawled 

A HISTORY OF WORKING WOMEN  

          IN MID 1900’s 
         

       By Martha Pieperl 
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those draftees out for pouring 

cyanide into the sink without 

flushing it with water. 

One of the New Yorkers 

got upset and told me “what are 

you doing in this lab anyway?  

You should be home having 

babies!”   I replied “I already 

have a baby and he’s at home being well 

cared for by a nice woman.”  I also 

pointed out that they were very lucky that 

they weren’t sent to Korea to be shot at, 

but were working in their field of 

metallurgy and could use the experience to 

get a better job after they were discharged.  

Only the one from the mid-west bought 

that reasoning.  But I never smelled 

cyanide again 

 

DUCT TAPE AND THUNDER 
By Don Stallone 

 

Hanging out at the local airport with my 

lady and her oddball father who was 

applying some duct tape to a hole in the 

fuselage of the Skymaster he’d piloted 

in.  

(“Duct tape?! This thing is held 

together  with DUCT TAPE????!!” 

(“Yeah, he’s been doing it for years. Trust  

me. He knows what he’s doin’.”  

(“Riiiiiiight” ) 

(“Keep making faces and he won’t take  

us up.”) 

Repairs and inspection proceeded apace 

while a few planes took off and landed.  

The Skymaster with its “pusher” prop 

between the twin booms paired with a 

conventional “puller” prop in the nose was 

the most interesting thing on the flight 

line.   

But that changed pretty quickly when a  P-

51 Mustang set down.  

Dating from WW2 and the Korean 

War, this was the  plane Chuck Yeager 

flew. As such it was the stuff of 

legend.   

The pilot parked it something like 75 

yards away from us. We managed our  

arrival — along with about a dozen 

others — just as a grizzled, skinny guy  

climbed from the cockpit.  As it turned 

out he was outbound from Georgia for 

an airshow in Pennsylvania.   

“What brings you here?”  

“Gotta use the men’s room.” he said, 

reasonably. “Where izzit, please?”  

(Polite)  

A few of us actually escorted him.  

(Power of “celebrity” don’t you know.  

You just want to be near it, right?)  

Anyway, when he comes out he says, 

“Wanna help me take off?” 

“S U R E !!!” I had no idea what 

he expected, and I didn’t care! 

You want help, you got it! I 

am“that guy.”  

Anyway, the guy climbs up to the 

open  cockpit, rummages around 

behind the  seat, descends, and 

hands me and my  lady a … fire 

extinguisher?   

“What …?”  

“Don’t worry. You’ll know the 

when and where. Jus’ pull the 

ring, point an’ squirt.  Nothin’ to 

it.”  

“Riiight”.   

Back in the cockpit, he starts the big  

inline engine (12 cylinders?). The prop 

slowly turns, the engine coughs, the 
                                                           Continued p. 20 
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I think you visited me today 

Just to say hello 

The chair on the patio was rocking 

And I think you were in it 
 

I heard last night that you had died 

We were old friends 

Since college 

We had a lot of good times 
 

We sang and played guitar 

In a local bar in the early seventies 

We did a good harmonic version 

Of Ian Tysons Four Strong Winds 

“And the winds sure can blow cold 

way out there” 
 

One summer you were watching a 

house 

For a University professor at 

Albany 

He had a nice collection of wine in 

the cellar 

I am not sure how we found the 

money to replace it 
 

Later I lived in San Diego and you 

visited 

We went to an outdoor concert by 

Roy Orbison 

It was at the Wild Animal Park 

We carried a thermos full of vodka 

and OJ to enjoy the show 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The last time I saw you 

We were sharing a house in the 

OBX in North Carolina. 

We were both now friends of Bill 

We played some old songs 

And talked about the old days 

 

I am not sure how I feel about your 

death. 

I feel sorrow, emptiness 

I am glad I knew you 

We were good friends 

It is sometimes difficult for men to    

have a long friendship 

 

I think I will be still awhile 

I need to think about this a bit. 

"The good times are all gone 

Then I am bound for movin on 

I’ll look for you if you are ever back                 

this way” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I’LL LOOK FOR YOU, IF I AM 

EVER BACK THIS WAY 
 

By Michael Brennan 
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It was a hot Sunday evening in July 

of 1967, and I was slowly driving along 

Front St. in Plainfield, New Jersey – on 

my way to the overnight shift on the sports 

desk at the Plainfield Courier-News. My 

mind was on the relatively slim pickings 

on the local sports scene, and I was 

anticipating a quiet evening. 

Suddenly I saw a commotion erupt 

in a supermarket parking lot to my right 

and a man ran out of the crowd with a 

baseball bat and caved in the roof of a 

shiny new Buick Riviera right in front of 

me.  Others in the crowd followed, surging 

toward the line of cars, just as the light 

turned red.  The Riviera gunned it through 

the red light and I followed.  I ran every 

light between me and the newspaper 

office, parked and ran into the building 

and up to the newsroom.   

I started to blurt out my story only 

to find that the news staff was way ahead 

of me.  Weeks of unrest in Plainfield’s 

Black community had fast-tracked into 

confrontation with the arrival in town of a 

roaring contingent of the Pagan 

motorcycle gang.  The Pagans faced off 

against the mob in the street, quickly 

decided they were in over their heads, 

mounted up and left.  But the crowd was 

still restive. 

The Courier’s editors were 

strategizing coverage when my 

sportswriter colleague, Dave Hardy, burst 

in with the rest of the story. Dave was a 

tall, handsome young Black man, and the 

best sportswriter on the staff.  The crowd I 

had seen was surrounding and menacing a 

lone policeman, David Gleason.  Hardy 

watched as the young cop panicked and 

shot into the crowd, wounding a man.  The 

crowd closed around him, wielding, 

among other weapons, a shopping cart.  

They beat him to death.   

Dave unspooled the story and the 

editors were excited – they had an 

eyewitness.  But in a classic example of 

the casual racism of the times, they never 

thought to let Dave write his own first-

person account.  Another reporter 

interviewed him and wrote the story.  

Meanwhile, things were happening 

fast outside.  Someone looted a nearby gun 

manufacturer, stealing dozens of M1 rifles 

and thousands of rounds of ammunition.  

Shortly thereafter, the shooting started.  

Windows were being shot out in the 

Courier building and others nearby.  We 

pulled the blinds and took cover behind 

desks.  Nobody was leaving tonight. 

Sometime during the night we heard 

the sound of halftracks patrolling the 

streets, and knew that the National Guard 

had been called in.  The shooting 

continued sporadically through the 

morning. We gradually grew brave enough 

to peek out the windows to see the post-

looting landscape that in decades since has 

grown so familiar – stores with empty 

windows agape and fires being put out by 

firemen backed by soldiers. 

Then gradually, the riot just petered 

out.  The shooting stopped, guardsman and 

cops made arrests and an uneasy quiet was 

restored.  We could go home.  

Then the news ticker started 

bringing us news of a much bigger riot in 

REMEMBRANCE OF  

A SMALL RIOT 
 

  By Ed Vilade 
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Newark – 50 people killed—many more 

guardsmen patrolling – huge fires and 

widespread looting.  More riots followed – 

Watts, Chicago. 

In time, Plainfield became a tiny 

footnote in the history of the racial 

flareups of the late ‘60s.  Much bigger 

things happened elsewhere.  But in 

Plainfield, the impact was big enough. 

Eventually, two people were convicted in 

connection with Gleason’s death.   

Many of the stolen guns were never 

recovered, adding to a perpetual state of 

unease. The downtown shopping district 

was irretrievably blighted, and businesses 

and manufacturers went elsewhere.  The 

blight continues to this day. 

Shortly thereafter, Dave Hardy quit 

the paper to become one of the first 

generation of Black TV newsmen.  He had 

a burgeoning career until he was derailed 

by something – drugs or memories.  I lost 

touch with him – or he with me – decades 

ago. 

Not much later, I left the Courier for 

a sports editor’s job at another Central 

Jersey newspaper.  And it wasn’t too long 

before the paper itself left Plainfield, 

relocating to open country in Bridgewater 

Township, a growing suburb.  The paper is 

still there, a survivor in the shrinking 

Gannett Newspapers portfolio. 

The Plainfield riot turned out to be 

not such a big deal, after all, in the history 

of riots.  I have been back there no more 

than two or three times in the past 55 or so 

years. But each time, I can call to mind the 

gunshots, the rumble of military vehicles, 

and the deaths of a police officer, and a 

town. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I was born in the Arizona Territory, 

‘bout twenty miles outside town. My 

mama was alone and didn’t have nobody 

to help her with the birthin’. She died 

bringing me into the world, and I reckon I 

would have died right there with her if my 

ole friend Hank hadn’t come along. 

 He bundled me in a blanket 

‘cause nights are cold in the desert, and he 

carried me horseback all the way to town. 

Ole Hank said I liked to near died on that 

trip, but once he got me in a warm bed and 

some warm milk in my belly, I showed a 

spark. 

 I had a hard time growin’ up. 

I was a little runt and born with a crooked 

leg to boot. My gang was a rough and 

tumble lot. All of ‘em big and strong. A 

fast bunch. Not me. Ole Hank said I ran 

like molasses poured from a pitcher. 

 Hank, bein’ my friend and all, 

said he’d help me. I went into trainin’. 

First, it was long walks on flat ground. 

Once I built up some, I carried a pack with 

weight in it. Then I started joggin’ up hills 

with that pack. You talk about some work! 

Finally, I trained in the mountains, 

carryin’ heavy loads. Afterwards, Ole 

Hank always stopped at the saloon. I 

waited outside. I never developed a taste 

for the drink. 

 All that hard work paid off. I 

got me a set of lungs that wouldn’t quit 

and I beat all my cronies in any kind of 

race. 

Me and Ole Hank 
 

By Jenny Graham 
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When I got older, me an Ole Hank 

had all kind of adventure. Hank was a 

lawman and he named me “Deputy.” We 

caught the worst kind of outlaws and 

chased injuns all over here and high water. 

Even went on buffalo hunts. But the best 

adventure ever, was that time me and Ole 

Hank outsmarted the Sundown Kid and 

brought him to justice. 

I’ll tell you how it happened. That 

was a long time ago and I may be a little 

fuzzy on the details but this here’s what I 

remember. Sundance was one bad hombre. 

He robbed banks all through the Western 

Territories. Robbed a bunch a trains, too. 

They said he kilt over fifty men. Some 

said he kilt women and children. 

The Kid sure enough was one wiley 

coyote, but he had a weakness. He liked to 

gamble. Not cards. Horse races. He’d 

sneak around to small town fairs and put 

his horse up against any challenger. The 

Kid had a real runner. A big black. That 

hoss h’aint never been beat. 

Ole Hank devised a plan to catch 

that bad blood and he let me in on it. We 

lured Sundance in on the fourth of July for 

a big race. Folks coming from all parts. 

Biggest jackpot ever. 

Well, we got him all right. Race 

ended in a box canyon where me and 

Hank hemmed him in, and there was no 

escape for the Sundown Kid. 

Ole Hank’s passed on now, and I 

ain’t gonna be around much longer. They 

say I got a cancer. I keep to myself, but I 

got respect from all the fellars ‘round here. 

After they hung the Sundown Kid, they 

put a plaque up in my name right there 

next to the one for Old Hank. That plaque 

said I had grit. No surprise there. That’s 

what mustangs are made of. Blood, bone 

and grit. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

In October, I flew to Austin, Texas, 

to help my sister, Jenny, move to 

Riderwood.  After a week of downsizing 

and saying our goodbyes, we loaded up a 

rental van with two dogs, two cats, two 

women, and lots of boxes crammed behind 

the passengers.  The trip took us along the 

Gulf Coast and the bayous of East Texas 

and Louisiana, through Alabama, Georgia, 

the Carolinas, and through the Blue Ridge 

Mountains of Virginia to Maryland and 

finally Riderwood.  Every time we drove 

over a bump, one of the cats protested.  As 

the road got rougher, the noise grew 

louder and sounded like a cross between a 

human baby and a space alien. 

We planned to stay three nights at 

Motel 6’s, since they allow two pets in 

each room.  I’m allergic to cats, so Jenny 

kept Zori and Arthur in her room, while I 

kept the dogs, Bullet and Oso Rojo, in my 

room.  Bullet and Oso, who has since gone 

to dog heaven, did not get along, so they 

each claimed a separate human bed.  The 

 

A TRIP THROUGH THE                       

TWILIGHT ZONE 
 

by Margaret Holley 
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cats got along better, but Arthur, who was 

abused as a kitten, is paranoid about new 

situations.   One night he climbed up 

inside the box springs under the mattress 

and wouldn’t come out.  Jenny had to take 

the bed apart to get him, so we could leave 

the next day. 

Because of COVID, many 

accommodations had gone out of business 

and each place where we thought we had 

made a reservation seemed to be non-

existent.  One night when the GPS said we 

had arrived at our destination, it was a 

vacant parking lot.  Another place where 

we made a reservation for a Motel 6 had 

signs that said it was a Travel Lodge.  

When we questioned the man at the desk, 

he said it was changing from a Travel 

Lodge to a Motel 6, but he had neglected 

to tell us that when we made the 

reservation. 

One day the dashboard of our rental 

vehicle indicated one of the tires was low, 

so we kept putting air in it, but one 

morning it was completely flat.  We called 

Triple A to get them to air it up, so I could 

drive it to a Mr. Tire for emergency tire 

surgery, while Jenny babysat the dogs and 

cats. 

With so many delays and obstacles 

on our trip, we didn’t have time to search 

for normal restaurants, and we subsisted 

mostly on a diet of Fritos, bean dip and 

Cokes. 

Finally, we arrived at Riderwood 

and unloaded the van and I guided Jenny 

and the dogs and cats to their new home.  

The next day we tried to return the rental 

van to a place near Riderwood, but it had 

also apparently gone out of business, so  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

we drove the van to the rental return place 

at BWI.  Then, we caught a taxi back to 

Riderwood.  The sun was setting in the 

taxi driver’s eyes and he did not notice the 

barrier across the entrance at the back 

gate.  He crashed through the barrier like 

something out of a crime scene in a movie, 

and Security came immediately to 

investigate.  Fortunately, there was no 

damage to the gate or the taxi or the 

people and Security decided we were not 

terrorists.  Jenny said she was afraid to go 

into our building at Forest Crossing, 

wondering what else could happen.  We 

got back in without incident, though, so it 

seemed our trip through the Twilight Zone 

had finally come to an end.    

 

 

A RECYCLED CHRISTMAS 
 

By John Fountain 
 

Apologies to O Tannenbaum 

 

O Christmas tree, O Christmas tree 

I wonder what you used to be 

A broom or mop 

A pail or pot 

A plastic toy for girl or boy 

As years go by I wonder when 

I’ll see my plastic tree again 
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I had not planned on being a widow.  

The thought never crossed my mind.  

Given that I was a full two years older 

than Bob, our standing joke was that I 

would go first.  Almost two years ago, I 

found myself totally and utterly alone after 

thirty- four years of marriage when my 

husband, a non-drinker, died after a four-

month battle with liver cancer.  

  Did I mention that I had just been 

released from rehab after back surgery? 

On the day that I went to see my primary 

care doctor, Bob complained to her about 

his hernias.  She offered to feel his 

stomach and promptly told him to go to 

the Howard County General Hospital 

Emergency Room. There he learned that 

he had a cancerous tumor that covered 

four fifths of his liver.  There was little to 

be done at that point except to try 

chemotherapy. Radioactive isotopes would 

have done no good. 

Between taking him for his 

treatments and continuing my trips to 

physical therapy, I found that I had 

strength that I did not know I had.  

Perhaps women are better conditioned 

than men to deal with illness and death.  

However, it never pays to attribute the 

ability to handle adversity to one’s gender. 

I believe that had the roles been reversed, 

Bob would have been as stalwart in 

supporting me. 

Widowhood is an altered state of 

being and until you experience it, you can 

only imagine how you think you would 

handle it. Trust me, nothing prepares you 

for the loss of a spouse.  Whatever you 

think you will do in such circumstances, 

you will likely do the opposite.  

For example, I thought that I would 

dispose of Bob’s clothes in short order—

be noble and give them to the Salvation 

Army or Goodwill.  Not so. I lingered over 

his shirts, his pants and even his clean 

underwear.  I looked lovingly at each pair 

of shoes from his hiking boots to his 

bedroom slippers.  Finally, after four 

months, I cleaned out his closet with the 

help of Margaret, my home health care 

aide, who came weekly to perform 

household tasks that I couldn’t do for 

myself. Truly I felt like a princess every 

Thursday when she knocked at my door.  

That was easy as I have a theory 

about dirt. The only dirt that truly matters 

is the dirt in your toilet. No one likes to sit 

on a dirty seat and stare down into a toilet 

bowl that has turned yellow and has brown 

rings around the perimeter.  I make it my 

business to clean my toilet every day.  The 

rest of the house not so much.  

As I write this piece, I have begun 

to think about Bob and the domestic tasks 

he performed so well. What a housekeeper 

he was!  When he was in graduate school 

at the University of Michigan, he worked 

at the teaching hospital cleaning operating 

rooms.  Now how was a person with such 

a unique theory about dirt going to 

compete with that?  The answer was 

obvious.   I wasn’t. And,he was happy to 

do it because he learned early about my 

singular focus on the toilet. 

  About that time, he figured 

out that I wasn’t much of a cook.  To his 

credit, he helped with meal preparation 

and together we managed to come up with 

some very tasty dishes. Actually, he 

ON WIDOWHOOD 
By Fran Toler 
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cooked and I cleaned the kitchen and 

washed the pots, dishes and silverware.  I 

even went the extra mile dried and put 

them away.   

Bob was the shopper in the family.  

For example, every time we bought a new 

appliance or car, he did the initial 

screening for the best bargain.  When he 

had found the best deal, I would go with 

him and approve the purchase.  I rarely 

disagreed with him because I could tell 

that the salesperson was only too happy to 

be rid of Bob, lest he ask for one more 

concession.  Perhaps his spirit will be with 

me when I go to buy my next car.  I hope 

so. 

Another thing that Bob did well was 

planning vacations.  Thanks to him, I 

hiked the Lake Country in the UK, visited 

Edinburgh Scotland and explored 

everything in London from the British 

Museum to Madam Toussaint’s Wax 

Museum. We camped on the north rim of 

the Grand Canyon, and spent a week in 

Maine’s Baxter State Park where we 

didn’t see another soul until we broke 

camp on the last day of our visit. We 

visited Cancun and found time to venture 

out of the city to climb to the top of a 

Mayan ruin.    

What I know now that I hadn’t 

appreciated is that life is about making 

memories and the more you can make, the 

better.  I am glad for these memories and I 

regret that I didn’t savor them in the 

moment.  Next June I will be taking a 

three -week cruise around Ireland. One 

thing he taught me was how to pack. 

Thank you, Bob.  You will live in my 

heart forever. And no fair. You left me 

way too soon. That wasn’t part of the deal. 

 

 

 

I step out on the porch and that’s 

when I see her. She is exquisite. 

Honey-hued legs join a body full of 

form and grace. I watch her dance with the 

style of a principal ballerina floating 

through a grand jeté. She hangs suspended 

in thin air for a second, then completes the 

leap as she descends on a single strand of 

silk and lands on the opposite side of her 

web. 

The spider belongs to a group of orb 

weavers and her name is Arigope 

aurantia. Her head appears white because 

thousands of silver hairs cover her 

cephalothorax. The spider’s abdomen is 

bright yellow and decorated with intricate 

coffee-colored scrollwork. Black stockings 

are gartered half way up the eight legs that 

end in vibrant, flesh and orange tones. The 

spider is a common one and found in 

many central Texas gardens. Arigope, 

from Greek, means “silver-faced”. From 

Latin, aurantia: oranges. 

I watch the spider as she weaves a 

highly complex web that is two meters in 

width. She lifts her abdomen and releases 

several strands of silk from her spinnerets 

that merge into a single thread and drifts to 

the porch railing. The spider spins two 

types of silk-non-sticky and sticky, Non-

sticky filaments with a tensile strength six 

times that of high grade steel form the 

axial or drag lines that serve as the web’s 

scaffolding. The spider creates a hub 

similar to the spokes of a wheel. 

The concentric portion of the web is 

built with sticky silk from the center 

outward, and this is the silk that ensnares 

 

THE WRITING SPIDER 
By Jenny Graham 
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and traps the spider’s prey. The spider has 

three claws per foot, and she uses the third 

claw to handle the silk. She is tenacious in 

pulling the axial lines toward each other as 

she attaches the spiral silk to ensure the 

web is taunt. 

The spider embellishes the center of 

the web with “floating” silk that resembles 

a miniature cumulus cloud. The cloud is 

suspended in the air and held in place by 

woven lines of silk stitched in a zig zag 

pattern. This unique pattern, a continuous 

series of the letter “X”, earns the spider 

her common name: “Writing Spider”. The 

web, an engineering feat, is constructed by 

feel because the spider’s eyesight is poor. 

Every evening, in the secrecy of darkness, 

the spider consumes the center section of 

her web, recycles the silk, and spins a new 

snare early in the morning. 

Early on when the spider senses my 

presence, she vibrates her web furiously as 

if to warn me to stay away. After a period 

of time this behavior ceases as though she 

has determined I am no threat. I have no 

idea how a spider’s brain works, but it 

seems something is definitely going on in 

there. 

The spider was a constant 

throughout spring and summer and I 

enjoyed watching her many mornings 

when I took my coffee on the porch. 

Toward the end of the summer, I 

discovered the spider feeding on an 

enormous grasshopper restrained in a silk 

straightjacket. The insect was twice the 

size of its captor and the spider’s web 

sustained serious damage. The battle must 

have been ferocious, and after finishing 

her meal and cutting the empty husk of the 

grasshopper away from her web, the 

spider rested through the day. 

The next morning, I stepped out 

onto the porch, expecting to see the spider 

but she has vanished. What greets me 

instead is her final masterpiece. The web 

spans three meters and shimmers in the 

rays of early sun. Drops of dew scattered 

throughout the web sparkle with such 

brilliance you would think the spider has 

trimmed her web in diamonds. The web 

sways in a gentle breeze and the drops of 

water become prisms that cast hundreds of 

tiny rainbows across the porch ceiling. 

I was startled by a sense of despair 

when the spider went missing and 

wondered how I had become so 

emotionally invested in something most 

would consider an insignificant insect. 

Maybe I admired the spider’s work ethic. 

Did she feel a sense of pride as she 

constructed her web with precision that 

rivaled the work of talented seamstresses 

who created beautiful lacework with 

needle and thread? 

Perhaps it was the matter of change. 

I had eagerly anticipated watching the 

spider through the end of fall when the 

first frost would end her life. The spider’s 

abrupt disappearance was unexpected and 

her departure bothered me. As I reflected 

further, the thought arose that as I have 

grown older, dealing with loss becomes 

more difficult, whether the loss is 

represented by a person I love or a 

treasured pet. Maybe it’s because when I 

was younger the losses came sparingly and 

far apart. I am more aware these days how 

time marches forward. The expression, 

“No need to hurry; there’s all the time in 

the world”, has exited my vocabulary. I 
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wondered if the spider ever considered her 

own mortality. 

The spider’s web hangs in tatters 

now as the harsh weather works its 

destruction, and I haven’t the heart to 

brush it away because that seems 

disrespectful. I do miss the spider.  

 

 

 

 

Our teen-age adopted Japanese son, 

when he arrived in the United States, took 

very little time in acquiring an American 

girlfriend.  Penny was a lovely girl but a 

little proper for our family and our sense 

of humor.  Finally, she said, I have met 

your parents four times already and each 

time they have talked about toilets they 

have known around the world.  It’s true, 

we were a little fixated on the subject and 

here’s what I remember--- 

 Fred was a civilian working for the 

Army in Tokyo.  The house we rented had 

never been adapted for American use and 

we moved in before the Army had a 

chance to finish their alterations.  These 

included placing screens in all the 

windows and putting an American toilet 

seat on a close- to- the- ground Japanese 

toilet bowl. 

 In Japan the wooden bathtub and 

the toilet are placed in separate rooms and 

in our case the toilet was very close to the 

front door.  There was a place to take off 

your outdoor shoes and to the right of it 

was the small toilet room.  I was still 

pregnant and could slide right into the 

living room off the unattached seat if I 

weren’t careful. 

 Toilets could be challenging here in 

the US as well.  Twenty miles away from 

my childhood home lived our paternal 

grandmother Erickson.  I loved going 

there for the summer holiday but by the 

end of the week I was eagerly waiting for 

the blue Dodge to come over the hill to 

pick me up. 

 My father had made many 

improvements to her house like electricity, 

a telephone and a wood stove in the main 

room. 

 Lacking was an indoor toilet and it 

was a long stretch out the back door to the 

outhouse.  There was a second privy 

attached to the shed indoors but this was to 

be used only for dire emergencies.  “Don’t 

be lazy! Use the outside toilet,” she would 

say. 

Moving on to India, when taking a 

tour bus, there was rarely, if ever, a 

restroom so the driver would suddenly 

stop the bus and ladies got out on one side 

and men on the other.  If you needed toilet 

paper you had better provide it for 

yourself because Indians used water and 

their left hand to clean themselves. 

 My favorite story was one Fred told 

on himself.  When travelling on 

assignment in Nigeria he was fortunate to 

find a restaurant that also had a western 

style bathroom.  After enjoying his meal 

he went to relieve himself.  There in the 

bowl of the toilet was a rat treading 

water.  Kind-hearted Fred thought about it 

for a moment and then said to himself, “I 

can’t even piss a rat in the eye.”  So he 

took himself outside and relieved himself 

in the usual manner. 

 The one exception to  

  TOILETS I HAVE KNOWN 
  By Sara Brown 
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primitive bathrooms, at least in five star 

hotels, was in Beirut, Lebanon.  There, the 

baths were decorated with ornate beautiful 

tiles.  In less affluent households I am sure 

the outhouses more closely resembled that 

of my grandmother’s privy. 

And once in Marseilles, my 

husband and I and three of our young 

girls, were travelling to Reillanne to visit 

our New Zealand friends.  We bought our 

bus tickets but because the bus was not 

leaving for some time, we went to find a 

restaurant.  After eating, Fred needed to 

use the restroom.  However, the French 

toilet was malfunctioning and suddenly 

the water rose above his new suede shoes 

and dampened the bottoms of his trousers. 

Cleaning up this mess took quite 

some time and when we returned to the 

bus station, we learned the last bus of the 

day had already departed.  I think the 

attendants had made a valiant effort to find 

us and even gave us our money back.  But 

it was not enough to cover by taxi the hour 

and a half trip to Reillanne. 

  There was no alternative; we 

had to go by taxi.  Always on a tight 

budget, Fred charged the fare to his Voice 

of America expense account. 

 

 

 
                                                                                                                                 

Cont’d from p. 9 

engine gathers speed, the big 

paddles  make an audible hiss, the 

engine coughs  again and…  

Yellow flame flashes out the 

exhaust  pipes on both sides!! 

(Blink and you’d miss it.)  What? 

Breathing fire is its way of saying  

“Hi, how ya doin’?”  

We give him back the 

extinguishers, and  after some 

radio chatter, off he taxis to  the 

north end of the runway. I am 

taken with how small the 

Mustang is. And how 

unbelievably loud.   

Little did I suspect, I was about to 

find  out something else; how 

terrifying it  could be.  

I made it back to the tower in time to 

hear the controller give clearance for 

take-off. The pilot opened up the throttle  

(show off), thundered down the runway,  

rattling the windows of the tower, and  

climbed slowly away from us, never to  

be seen again.   

But the controller keyed the mic.  

“College Park Airport to Mustang…you 

are cleared for a loooow level pass north 

to south over the runway.<click>”  

“I don’t believe it!” said random  

bystander. “You just asked him for an  

airshow.”  

“Yup. Guess ah did.” 

“Mustang to College Park Airport —  

roger, cleared for low level pass, north  

south over runway. <click> Stand by.  

<click> Comin’ around. <hiss> 

<click>”  said the speaker.   

A dot, no bigger than a period 

descended from the clouds. Very 

quickly — and very quietly — it 

resolved into an airplane. Contrails 

streamed from the wing tips stretching 

out to forever. If this thing were hunting 

me with six .50 caliber machine guns, a 

12 cylinder Rolls Royce Merlin engine, 

and Chuck Yeager  in the cockpit I’d 

have done my best to  get real small.   

DUCT TAPE AND THUNDER 
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engine gathers speed, the big 

paddles  make an audible hiss, the 

engine coughs  again and…  

Yellow flame flashes out the 

exhaust  pipes on both sides!! 

(Blink and you’d miss it.)  What? 

Breathing fire is its way of saying  

“Hi, how ya doin’?”  

We give him back the 

extinguishers, and  after some 

radio chatter, off he taxis to  the 

north end of the runway. I am 

taken with how small the 

Mustang is. And how 

unbelievably loud.   

Little did I suspect, I was about to 

find  out something else; how 

terrifying it  could be.  

I made it back to the tower in time to 

hear the controller give clearance for 

take-off. The pilot opened up the throttle  

(show off), thundered down the runway,  

rattling the windows of the tower, and  

climbed slowly away from us, never to  

be seen again.   

But the controller keyed the mic.  

“College Park Airport to Mustang…you 

are cleared for a loooow level pass north 

to south over the runway.<click>”  

“I don’t believe it!” said random  

bystander. “You just asked him for an  

airshow.”  

“Yup. Guess ah did.” 

“Mustang to College Park Airport —  

roger, cleared for low level pass, north  

south over runway. <click> Stand by.  

<click> Comin’ around. <hiss> 

<click>”  said the speaker.   

A dot, no bigger than a period 

descended from the clouds. Very 

quickly — and very quietly — it 

resolved into an airplane. Contrails 

streamed from the wing tips stretching 

out to forever. If this thing were hunting 

me with six .50 caliber machine guns, a 

12 cylinder Rolls Royce Merlin engine, 

and Chuck Yeager  in the cockpit I’d 

have done my best to  get real small.   

As the Mustang closed there was a low, 

visceral rumbling. Smoothly and quickly 

it descended to level out at something  

like 30 to 60 feet, the thunder climbing to 

a roar.   

And BANG !!! It thundered by the tower  

no further than 50 yards away. It rattled  

the windows. It rattled the coffee mugs 

on the table. If it had sported its wartime  

complement of six 50 caliber machine  

guns it would probably have rattled the  

building. And good God it was fast.   

As it cleared the runway and gained  

altitude the pilot did a slow, lazy 

victory  roll by way of farewell.   

Nice touch.   

You’re welcome and thank You.  

We made our way back to the Skymaster.  

And flew to Gettysburg, PA.  

≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈≈  

  
 
 The following link is to a YouTube video  of a 

P-51 during startup followed by a  victory roll.   
 

https://tinyurl.com/P51Startup-Roll  
 

The following link is to a YouTube video  of a 

Cessna Super Skymaster 337D  
 

https://m.youtube.com/watch?  

v=YIOGik5klB4 
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WAR ISN’T A KID’S GAME 

          By Mary Callan 

 

Jack raised his head and peeked 

over the top of the foxhole.  No one. 

Putting his helmet on the rifle he poked it 

up and waited. In a second, gunfire rattled 

the air.  He fired, smiled at his cleverness, 

and took a bite of a Mars bar, chocolate 

smearing his hands.  

“Hey, can I have some?” Billy 

asked bending his buzz haircut over the 

trench. 

“You're the Germans, remember?” 

Jack said smiling his teeth covered with 

sticky candy. 

“Aw come on, I'm wounded.” 

Billy’s shoulders slumped; he limped 

toward the makeshift tent marked with the 

crayoned Red Cross. 

“You nurses got any food in here?” 

“Are you wounded? Katie said, 

through a mouthful of peanut butter 

crackers. 

“What happened to your leg?” Mary 

said. “You're dragging it.”  She pushed up 

the soldier's pant leg and tied a wet rag on 

his dirty thigh covering the imaginary 

wound. 

 Sue, Katie's mother, watched from 

the kitchen window. She shook her head; 

Katie's 5
th 

grade classmates were playing 

war all summer. Her 18-year-old son Joe, 

dressed in his navy whites, smiled from 

the photo set on the shelf over the sink. 

Next to the picture was a stack of his 

airmail letters, the red and blue striped 

borders wrinkled after so much reading. 

 “Katie, come in and wash up,  

 

it's lunch time. “She spoke more sharply 

than intended; worrying made her irritable. 

“Mom, can the kids eat over?” 

“If they bring their own sandwich. 

I'll fix a jug of lemonade and a plate of 

oatmeal cookies. Just because we live next 

to the vacant lot doesn't mean this is an 

army mess hall.” 

Katie and her friends sat around the 

picnic table under the maple tree. Once the 

peanut butter sandwiches were gone, Jack 

spoke. “Let’s play something else this 

afternoon.” 

“Like what?” Katie asked. She 

wiped the sweat off her face with the hem 

of her old polkadot dress. 

“Why not steal the ledger from Mr. 

Grimaldi’s meat market. I saw it from the 

front window. He closed. When we get it, 

we can hide behind my garage and burn it. 

I bet that old book is full of secret Italian 

spy codes. “John said. 

 Billy piped up. “Last Saturday at 

the movies they showed a guy 

interrogating a spy and I'm thinking of 

someone who might know some stuff, 

Rosa Pisano.” 

 “Before we decide, anyone got a 

butt?” John pulled a useless Zippo lighter 

from his pocket and snapped it; he puffed 

on the Lucky Strike butt Billy handed 

him.  Since the lighter was empty nothing 

happened but he loved the feel of the 

cigarette butt in his mouth and the lighter 

in his hand. He tried to talk out of the side 

of his mouth like Humphrey Bogart. Even 

with all the practice in front of his 

bedroom mirror the cigarette fell out. He 

gave it back. 
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“Can Rosa come out to play?” Katie 

asked when Mrs. Pisano opened the 

door.   The kids were all on the stoop smiling 

up at her. Italian music played in the 

background and the fragrance of basil and 

tomato sauce drifted out to them. 

 “You're Italian, you may be a spy. 

Where were you born?” John asked. Rosa's 

tears fell on her shirt. Dust motes filled the 

musty air. 

“In Brooklyn,” she whimpered. “We're 

not spies.” 

“Just a few more questions. What does 

your father do? Is he a patriotic American? 

“Yes, we love America.” Rosa sniffed 

and wiped her nose. 

 Footsteps creaked on Katie's attic 

stairs; Sue's head peered around the door. 

“What are you children doing up here?” 

“Just playing, mom.” 

“If you're just playing why is Rosa 

crying?”   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

“All right if no one wants to tell me 

then you kids go. Rosa, I'll walk you home 

while Katie explains what happened.” 

 “I want you to apologize to Rosa and 

her mother, Katie.” 

“Sorry Rosa, we thought we were 

helping in the war.” 

Mrs. Pisano's lips were drawn together 

in a thin line as Katie voice stumbled through 

her apology.  The door closed quietly.  She 

and her mother walked away. 

 “I'm very disappointed in you and 

your friends; you and I need to have a serious 

talk.” 

 The next day the four kids sat at 

Katie's kitchen table making up spy codes. 

Katie's mother walked in and said “You three 

need to take yourselves over to Mrs. Pisano 

and apologize especially to Rosa. Yesterday’s 

little stunt went too far. She looked at Joe's 

picture, “War isn't a kid's game.” 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

PEACE POEM* 

by Margaret Holley 
 

My arms and legs dance in blue water, making rainbow waves.   

Through foggy windows I glimpse sunlight playing in the trees  

and a doe watching me. 
 

Tai chi walking, tai chi breathing, tai chi movements bring serenity.  

“Let’s do it again,” the teacher says, “one more time.”  Ending the class, fist to  

palm, we say, “No more war, always peace.” 
 

Tai chi walking in water cradles my body, soothes my soul. 

Sky, land and water come together in a world between asleep and awake.  A                

peaceful rhythm takes hold and I cross the bridge 

when I’m ready. 
 

Don’t let me forget to pray for peace: pray in the morning, pray in the evening, pray 

without ceasing—for peace on earth, the rainbow peace, the tai chi water walking peace, 

and the peace that passes all understanding. 
 

*inspired by these memories—swimming in the old Village Square pool looking out on the forest; a tai chi 

class taught by PGCC instructor Normon Greene, who died during the pandemic; and my friend Elda, who asked 

us to pray for world peace. 

 

 


